LETTER TO SHUAIB  QJJRESHI                                     51

A man in rags. Well, then, kiddies, tell me, how was Sudama1
dressed when he went to Lord Krishna? Had he put on a dhoti
with a silken border, or a coat of lace or a jolly flat Maharashtrian
puggree and a scarf of brocade? Oh, no! He was only in rags, and
so was this one, too. Here, Rukhi, do you know what Sudama
had on? You may not, but I do, for I was born in Porbandar,
the home of Sudama. Well, then, which way was Sudama facing?
Homewards? Brother dear, he had left his home and was making
his way to where the Lord dwelt. Even so, our Pilgrim had turned
his face away from home and taken a road that led elsewhere. And,
again, what did he carry on his shoulder? See, Rukhi, he had a
burden on his back, like the gunny-bag, weighing five maunds,
which that labourer used to bring on his back when we were at
Kochrab. He used to be all drenched with perspiration and bent
so low, how could I ask him to stand erect? This man, here,
had a book in his hand. It was none other than the Bible. Tears
flowed from his eyes as he read it. Do you know the story of
Gopichand? As he sat bathing, his mother stood looking at him
from above, tears from her eyes dropping on his body. There was
not a cloud to be seen; whence this rain, then? Gopichand looked
up and saw that it fell from his mother's eyes. Why had she
tears in her eyes? Well, I shall explain that some other time.
This good man, too, had tears falling from his eyes. He had set
out for the House of God, he was a prince among the lovers of
God and hence the tears in his eyes.
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I wish I had sufficient strength in my fingers and my wrists
to give you my own hieroglyphics. As it is, I must rest content
with the help of a friendly wrist and equally friendly fingers. You
know all about the Committee to investigate the Brothers' case.
We are creeping, whether the motion is upward or downward I
1 Sudama and Krishna, disciples of the same guru, Sandipani, were friends.
Sudama had a large family and was very poor. His wife chidcd him for his
other-worldliness and persuaded him to go to Krishna for help. Yet once in the
presence of the Lord, he forgot to ask for help. But when he returned home,
he found it transformed by riches.